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Nor courteous ruin of proffered usury,

Nor time prattled away, cradle of ignorance,

Nor causeless duty, nor cumber of arrogance,

Nor trifling title of vanity dazzleth us,

Nor golden manacles stand for a paradise.

Here wrong's name is unheard, slander a monster Js.

Keep thy sprite from abuse, here no abuse doth haunt:

What mail grafts in a tree dissimulation?

O sweet woods, the delight of solitariness I

O how well I do like your solitariness I

Yet dear soil, if a soul closed in a mansion

As sweet as violets, fair as a lily isy

Straight as a cedar, a voice stains the canary bird's,

Whose shade safety doth hold, danger avoideth her:

Such wisdom that in her lives speculation:

Such goodness that in her simplicity triumphs;

Where envy's snaky eye winketh or else dieth,

Slander wants a pretext, flattery gone beyond:

Oh, if such a one have bent to a lonely life

Her steps, glad we receive, glad we receive her eyes,

And think not she doth hurt our solitariness,

Fox such company decks such solitariness.

The Wronged Lover

THE Fire to see my wrongs for anger burnetb,
The Air in rain for my affliction weepeth,
The Sea to ebb for grief his flowing turneth,
The Earth with pity dull his centre keepeth;

Fame is with wonder blazed,

Time runs away for sorrow.

Place standeth still amazed
To see my night of evils, which hath no morrow:

Alas, a lonely she no pity taketh
To know my miseries, but, chaste and cruel*

My fall her glory maketh;
Yet still her eyes give to my flames their fuel.

Fire, burn me quite, till sense of burning leave mej
Au\ let me draw thy breath no more in anguish;
Sea, drown'd in thee, of tedious life bereave me;
Earth, take this earth whetein my spirits languish;